278	AMONG THE DERVISHES
and heavy wooden pillar loomed—not in the center of the
hall where a pillar rightly should be—but set near one
of the walls, where it was not needed to support the roof.
I wondered what it was there for. It affected me un-
pleasantly. There was an overpowering odor of incense,
sandal oil perhaps, but mixed with pungent, unknown
herbs. In a semicircle sat the twenty or more Rufai
Dervishes, on the floor, in low fezes wound with black
turbans, most of them with long, unkempt hair, black
cloaks thrown loosely over their shoulders, naked to the
waist beneath. All were chanting in monotone an end-
lessly repeated "Al-lah, Al-lah, Al-lah," which continued
uninterrupted by our entrance. In front of them was a
brazier, with a glowing bed of charcoal, from which
emerged the handles of knives, long iron pins, like spits,
with wooden handles, and iron pokers with no handles
at all. Beside this brazier, on a dirty, undyed sheep-
skin, sat their sheik, garbed like the rest, except that he
wore a shirt beneath his cloak. He arose on our entrance,
came over to us, bowed low, embraced the Melewi, and
then bowed to me. They whispered together. I guessed
from their gestures that he was inviting the Melewi to
come and sit beside him on the sheepskin, but he chose
to remain with me, and we were given seats on a stone
divan covered with matting, aside, against the wall.
For ten minutes more, the monotonous chant continued,
with the two syllables of the "Al-lah" equally timed and
accented, like the rhythmic beating of a drum- Then
one voice suddenly broke into the rhythm, with a loud
<cya JiooF9—literally "Oh, him," but meaning "Qh, He
That is," and signifying that the one who shouted had
felt the Divine Presence. To this first "Ya Jioo" the

